126                 MARY STUART.            ACT iv.

Who have loved fair temperance more than violence :

now,

While honour bids have mercy, wisdom holds
Equal at least the scales of interest.   Think
What name shall yours be found in time far hence,
Even as you deal with her that in your hand
Lies not more subject than your fame to come
In men's repute that shall be.    Bid her Jive,
And ever shall my lord stand bound to you
And you for ever firm in praise of men.
Elizabeth. I am sorry, sir, you are hither come from

France

Upon no better errand    I appeal
To God for judge between my cause and hers
Whom here you stand for.   In this realm of mine
The queen of Scots sought shelter, and therein
Hath never found but kindness; for which grace
In recompense she hath three times sought my life.
No grief that on this head yet ever fell
Shook ever from mine eyes so many a tear
As this last plot upon it.   I have read
As deep I doubt me in as many books
As any queen or prince in Christendom,
Yet never chanced on aught so strange and sad
As this my state's calamity.   Mine own life
Is by mere nature precious to myself,
And in mine own realm I can live not safe,
I am a poor lone woman, girt about
With secret enemies that perpetually
Lay wait for me to kill me.   From your king